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Square. Moscow is today the Greenwich Village of the
world. From every part of the globe those who are,
or believe themselves to be, unhappy in their family
life make the Soviet capital their Mecca. In Moscow's
free love atmosphere the tragically mated, mismated
or unrnated seek a cure, an inspiration, a solution for
their emotional ills.

On Twerskoy boulevard on a moonlight night in
July a white girl and her colored lover were reciting
lines of Shelley to one another. In the Park of Rest
and Culture I came upon a Hindu poet and his Ameri-
can sweetheart, the soulful daughter of a Jewish
Talmudist. As far as the pair were concerned race dif-
ferences had been obliterated. They strolled together
in happy silent communion.

A woman formerly very active in the suffrage move-
ment and widely known as a supporter of unpopular
causes hung on the arm of her spade-bearded Russian
admirer, who was explaining to her, in Russian, the
simplicity and beauty of a certain Slav poet. The
woman understood only one word in ten. But it did
not matter. It was his chivalry and attention that
touched and attracted her most, and these things she
felt and understood without words.

FROM its earliest beginnings Moscow as a city has been
undisciplined and Bohemian, While Leningrad was the
official capital of the Czars since the days of Peter the